CHAPTER XVIII
POST  TEMPESTATEM   TRANQUILLITAS
What I aspired to be
And was not, comforts me.
robert browning, Rabbi Ben Ezra.
incidents taken from the record of a man's changing thoughts,
activities, and aims, his alternating enthusiasms and depressions,
his troubled searchings and sorrowful renunciations, more nearly
represent the hasty snapshot of an hour than the balanced picture
of a life, and the story of every man, whose mind is influenced by
increased knowledge and experience, is full of inconsistencies.
What pliable clay we poor mortals are, and into what strange
and unexpected shapes we are moulded by ignorance and by cir-
cumstance; and when we seek to justify, even to ourselves, our
thoughts and acts, how intensely we wish that many hasty words
and foolish deeds could be recalled 1 If only it were given to us
to try again!
As I listen to immodest expounders of the Christian life, I
sometimes wonder whether they are made of the same frail material
as myself. Their words too often suggest that virtue comes to
them without striving; but their haughty condemnation of the
weaknesses of other men indicate that they are themselves stiff
with spiritual pride. If they are indeed immune from the tempta-
tions that often beset and sometimes debase their less fortunate
neighbours, they should be humbly and silently thankful, and
above all else, avoid the grievous sin of self-righteousness.
Then at the balance let's be mute,
*	We never can adjust it;
What *s done we partly may compute,
But know not what's resisted.
I dare not close this story of my own experiences, without the
very frank avowal that I have not found virtue, even according to
my own standards, easily attainable. Many of my best moments
have, alas, been followed by worst moments, and I have too fre-
quently permitted myself to be satisfied with what was merely the
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